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	1. 001: first kiss

drabble; prompt: _first kiss_  
>pairing: rafael barbaolivia benson  
>word count: 300 words<br>prompt from thebarsondaily [tumblr]

_begin_

Their first kiss is nothing like how Olivia imagines it to be.

They are both fiery, stubborn people who have been struggling to keep their emotions hidden. They have been dancing around each other for so long, that it is only a matter of time before their feelings spill over. Therefore, she visualises their first kiss to be fierce. Passionate. Hands everywhere, lips crashing, tongues battling. Each trying to assert dominance over the other.

However, as Barba cups her cheek with a hand, his touch is gentle. Caressing. There is a question in his eyes, an uncertainty. Maybe even a touch of fear. He isn't sure whether this is okay. And she finds it strangely endearing, that the confident and arrogant Barba would ever be hesitant.

Olivia slides her hand down from his shoulder to his waist, as she leans in closer. Her lips meet his; and his lips are soft, warm, and pliant. He kisses her slowly, his mouth gentle over hers, and again, she doesn't expect him to kiss like this. That this brash and often insensitive ADA can be so tender in his kisses.

His hand moves from her cheek to rest on her neck, as he pulls back after a long, delicious moment. Their eyes meet, and she can see the hesitance in them turning into relief as she gives him a slow, lazy smile.

"That was…surprisingly gentle, Counselor." She says, her tone teasing. "Not how I expected our first kiss to be."

He smirks back at her as he curves his arm around her waist. "Well, Lieutenant, feel free to show me your…expectations, in our second kiss."

Laughing, she twists her hand around his tie and yanks him closer, pressing her mouth to his.

Their second kiss is exactly how she expects it to be.

_end_


	2. 002: good night

drabble; prompt: _good night  
><em>pairing: rafael barba/olivia benson  
>word count: 300 words<br>prompt from thebarsondaily [tumblr]

_begin_

"You cannot say that." Barba bites out sharply, tapping his pen against the folder on his lap as he glares at Benson.

She, in turn, rolls her eyes at him. "I beg to differ, Barba. I think detailing my experience, in this regard, will actually help our case."

Barba loosens the knot of his tie, sighing audibly. "Look, Liv, point being, you will risk the jury thinking you're putting emotions into this."

She throws up her hands and huffs. "Okay, fine. We'll both go through my testimony again, and decide again, all right?"

Leaning back, he scowls slightly and opens his folder. "Fine."

They then settle into a strangely comforting silence, looking over their own notes and contemplating their own thoughts. Barba is soon lost in something else other than Benson's testimony, as he looks through statutes and laws that will be favorable to their case, flipping through all the piles of papers and files scattered on the coffee table in his office.

All of a sudden, he feels a weight on his shoulder. Turning his head, he sees Benson's head on his shoulder, her arms slack as the file she is holding slips from her grasp. A soft snore escapes her.

She had fallen asleep.

His first thought is to nudge her awake, but then he catches a glimpse of her face. Asleep, her face has that sort of peace that he has not seen from her in weeks.

This job, it takes and takes.

His chest constricts a little, and he thinks it may be his heart. Except it can't be, really.

Still, Barba reaches over to grab his coat jacket from the armchair, being careful not to wake her. Gently, he then drapes the jacket over her shoulders.

"Good night, Lieutenant." He murmurs with a slight smile.

_end_


	3. 003: urge

drabble; prompt: _urge  
><em>pairing: rafael barba/olivia benson  
>word count: 300 words<br>prompt from thebarsondaily [tumblr]

_begin_

Sometimes, Barba gets these urges to do something really stupid and out of character.

For example, teaming a bright yellow jacket with a bright pink shirt (sadly, that preceded a chain of events that he would then have nightmares trying to forget, for the guilt was, and still is, consuming).

Or taking a case that he had no confidence of winning, just because it was the right thing to do (this one was lame and stupid, and it really was all Benson's fault, he didn't use to want to do the right thing, he just wants to win, goddamnit).

Or substituting tea with coffee, in an attempt to reduce his caffeine intake (it didn't work, and he spent the whole day in a foul mood, nearly strangling Carisi at one point).

Now, he watches Benson pacing around his office, venting her frustration that he is refusing to issue a warrant (for someone that she has no evidence of wrongdoing – as he keeps telling her, gut feelings cannot and will not give birth to warrants). Her eyes are blazing as she advances towards him, gesticulating sharply. She is all fire and heat, and he feels it.

And he gets this strongest urge to just grab her, spin her around and pin her to his desk, while kissing the living daylights out of her.

But as clearly illustrated in his past experiences, giving in to his urges is a stupid, _stupid_ idea.

So he watches her prowl, careful to keep his smirk on his face, careful not to focus on her mouth.

Approximately five minutes later, he gives up, and gives in.

As her hands roam his back under his suit jacket, her mouth hot and fiery against his, Barba forgets why he ever thought that this could be a bad idea.

_end_


End file.
